THE  NEAR EAST

seems gently but irresistibly compelled to become a
minister to the beauty and the calmness of the
whole: the arcades of gray marble and gold; the
sacred mosaics of Holy Mary, and of the six-winged
Seraphim, which still testify to another age and an-
other religion; the red columns of porphyry from
Baalbec's Temple of the Sun; the Ephesus columns
of verde antico; the carved capitals and the bases of
shining brass; the gold and gray pulpit, with its long
staircase of marble closed by a gold and green cur-
tain, and its two miraculously beautiful flags of
pearly green and faint gold, by age made more won-
derful than when they first flew on the battle-field,
or were carried in sacred processions; the ancient
prayer-rugs fixed to the walls; the Sultan's box, a
sort of long gallery, ending in a kiosk with a gilded
grille, and raised upon marble pillars; the great
doors and the curtains of dull red wool; the piled
carpets that are ready against the winter, when the
cool yellow matting is covered up; the great green
shields in the pendentives, bearing their golden
names of God and his prophet, of Ali, Osman, Omar,
and Abu-Bekr, Everything slips into the heart of
the great harmony, however precious, however sim-
ple, even however crude. There are a few ugly
things in Santa Sophia: whitewash covering mo-
saics, stains of fierce yellow," blotches of plaster
which should be removed. They do not really mat-
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